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between himself who was secluded in the tower and the
dutiful man of affairs who wrote letters to his partner in
business, he became aware of a unity between them, as
though each were a necessary complement of the other,
and he looked forward, not with resignation, but with an
acceptance neither eager nor distressed, to the day when
he should re-enter the world. I shall not, he thought,
return to Alison and Ford, for I have other work to do, but
while he was in these moods of reconciliation he felt no
revulsion from his former tasks. He could even be free fora
little while of knowledge that time was passing and that
an interlude in his life was slipping away. The wheeling
shafts of sun and moon on the library walls, the sound of
the waterfall, the mysterious sense of a multiplied blessing
from the hours themselves, which arises in one who hears
the night and the day chant through his solitudes, armed
him against time and misfortune; and when, during August,
Julie was absent for a week, she seemed often to be present
with him, so woven together were her life and his. The
parting, which he had feared, was not a parting in effect
until, on the eighth day, the day before her return, the
mood of security forsook him. Its protection gone, he be-
came as he had been in the past. He could not work; he
could be calm neither alone nor in company; he could think
of nothing but that when Julie laughed, a little triumphant
laugh full of malicious gaiety, she would look up under
eyebrows that she made seem severe—then raise her eye-
brows to mock him and lift her face to be kissed. More
than a year ago, he remembered, she had thus tantalized
him, for then, though he might not kiss her, the quick
upward movements of her head and the rounding of her
lips had always been her last thrust in an unspoken duel
between them. He felt again the jealous, eager tingling of
his body that he had felt in the past, and was possessed by
his former illusion of the senses, contrary to reason, that
she, so lithe and firm, was little more than a child, and
virginal. It was an illusion that charged his being with
opposed adoration and desire, and, while he was trembling
in a conflict of images, it seemed to him suddenly that

